
The Tr agedie 

Then firie expedition be my wino-s 
Louc, Mercuric and Herald for a kin* 

Come mufler men,my counfaile is my/hield, 

We muft be brjcfe,when traitors brauc the field. Exeunt. 

Enter Quecne Margaret fola. 

ifit*?*’’ 4 - S ° "T P rof P erit >'e begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death* 

Here in thefe confines flilic haue 1 1 urkt * 

T o watch the warning ofminc aduerfarics , 
Adireindudtion am 1 vvitnefie too, 

And wiH to France, hoping the conference 
Will proue as bitter, blacke, and tragical!. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here# 

Enter the £>neene^nd t be T)utchc[fe ofTarke, 

h m y y° n S Princes, ah my tender babes.-! 

My vnblowne flowers,new appearing fweets, 

I yct yourgentle foules flic in the aire 
And be not fixt in doome perpetual], 

Houer about me with your aierie win^s 

^ndheare your mothers lamentation^ * 

H ° U f ab ° Ut kcr ’% th at right for mht 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged nil hr ° 

Wilt thoo O God,flie from fuch gentle lambe? 

And throw them in the intrailes of ihe wolfe: ^ * 

W n th ? U frch a deed was done-* 

Iio y^ary died, and my fwcctfonnej 
Dmeb&\wiA fight, dead life, poore mortal! liu in* oh 0 ft 
Woes feeane, worlds ftam^graucs due by life v furp£ ? 
Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawful! earth, P 
Vnlawfully madedrunke with innocents blood, 
that thou wouldft as well afford a graue 
As thou canfts yeeld a melancholy feare 9 

Then would /hide’my bones, not reft them here • 

O who hath any caufe to mourne but It 
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of Richard the third. 

Bat* So many raiferies haue craz'd my voice 
That my woe- wearied tongue is mute & dumb* 

Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead i 

J*h 4 >Afaritt ancient forrow bemoftreuerent, 
Giuetnine the benefit of fignorie. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand; 

/f forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againeby viewing mine, 

1 had an Edward, till a Richard kild hiir . 

/had a Richarc^ill a Richard kild him ♦ 

7*hou hadft an Edward, till a Richard kild him, 

7*hou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dfit. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

/had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him, 

Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him* 
From forth the kenncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worric lambes,and lap their gentle tloods, 

7liat foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

7*hy wombe let loofe,to chafe vs to ourgraueSj 
O vprighr,inft,and truedifpofing God, 

How do /thanke thee,that this car.nall curre 
Praies on the ifTue of his mothers body, 

And makes her pueTellow with others monc. 

jD#f.O,Harries wife, triumph not in my W'oes, 

God witneftc with me, 1 haue wept tor thee* 

J^/J/Beare with me,Iam hungry for reuengc, 

And now 1 cloie me with beholding it; 

Thy Edward, he is deal, that ftabd my Edward, 

7liy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke,he is but bootc,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection ofmy lode: 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan Gray, . 
Vntimelyfmothred in their duskiegraues, 

Richard yetliues,hels blacke intelligencer, 
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